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Miss Louise Jones,
Niece of Postmaster General

Countess Cassini,
Who Is Promoting the Red Cross Fete

Ghe Gods of Rule and Riot;
Close Study of Opposites

(By HALL CAINE)

@

T IS 6 o'clock in the morning in
this angle of the Bay of Biscay,
which is called Biarritz. The air
is thin and clear, the early sun
ghines with a gentle warmth

through an atmosphere which has still some
memories of the salt of last night's spray,
and the sea, often so wrathful on the rocks
of this coast and full of unnumbered
wrecks, is rolling on the long reaches of the
gandy shore with a subdued and measured
TOar.

In the market place of the little town the
day's work is beginning. The big doors are
open and the country people are carrying
their produce to the stalls within. They
hdave come in their donkey carts, mule carts
and oxen draye from the Basque province
round about. Here is a mule cart full of
green vegetables from some farm at the
foot of the Pyrenees. At the hearts of the
lettuces the dew is still hiding in beads, and
you know they were plucked f(rom the
fields this morning, while the sky was gray
and the air was leaden, by a line of women
and girls who steoped double over the
ridges and then to lonk at the crim-
innlng clouds that came up over the east-
ward hills. Here iz a donkey cart full of
fres®: eggs, of butter in moist cabbage
leaves, of milk in bright pails. As they are
lifted out you can fancy you hear the cack-
Hns, and lowing in the farmyard and smell
the: odor of the cowhouse and almost taste
the sweet breath of the calf that called to
it= mother from a neighboring stall. Here,
too, are crates of oranges from Seville, and
of lemons from Sicily, and as their hoops
are hammered off and they come blubbering
out, Ifringed with stalks and green leaves,
you think you can see the sunny groves
where they grew on the breasts of hills
surmonunted by little white cities, and hear
the workers singing from unseen places as
they gathered the yellowing fruit., And the
owners of the produce to be sold this morn-
ing—stripped to their clean white shirts,
with their waist scarfs of red cotton, and
their caps of black velvet—are sweating
from every pore of their tawny faces as
they spread thelr baskets on the stalls and
call to each other and laugh.

As seven strikes from the market clock
the buyers begin to appear—thrifty house-
wives in black gowns with alpaca aprons
and market baskets on their arms. They
sraverse the lines of fruit and vegetables,
barguin, haggle and buy, while the sellers
cry their goods, the mules munch their
corn, and the slow-eyed oxen, under their
sheepskin coverlet, chew the cud and drop
into a doze. At 8 o'clock the littie city has
begun to smoke for breakfast, and to open
its eves, which are the windows of its
shops. Hackney carriages are tinkling
salong the streets with harness studded with
bells, motor cars are tooting around the
corners, and the sun is becoming strong,
and the sen is beginning to shine.

When the clock strikes the rush of busi-
ne=s in the market is over, the sellers are
shutting up their =talls, pulling on their
coqts, bracing up their donkeys and mules,
and preparirg to make their own purchases
before se g off for h me. One of them
draws up .t a clothier's shop and buys a
thin roll of cloth. It is Irish frieze, and
you can imagine you hear the shuffling of
the wooden loom in the far-away factory
in which it was spun. Another draws up
st a shoeshop and buys a cheap pair of
Polish-made boots, and you can see In
your mind's eye the littie populous town of
the Russian Pole where Jewish shoemak-
ers sit stitching early and late by the open
doors of thelr narrow tenements. A third
draws up at a draper's and buys a
print handkerchief of Engiish manufacture,
and you can fancy you hear the roar of
the rolling machinery of the great mills of
Manchester and see the long line of girl
hands who come laughing and skipping arm
in arm out of the wide gates as the big bell
rings at midday. A fourth stops to give
two coppers to a blind woman led by a

little girl, and you feel the spell of that
aweetest part of civility by which the giver
makes himself one In welfare and interest
with her to whom he gives. All are obey-
ing in their different ways the homely, but
frresistible god, who governs all men;
whose rule began with creation and can
only end with chaos; who binds together
the farthest parts of the earth, and unites
the peoples of the world into one family.
They are his willing and cheerful subjects,
MAppy to serve him and the better for his
gervice. And [hv_‘}‘ gD about with his little
counters in theld hands—gold counters, =il-
ver counters and bronze counters—symbaols
of green fields, of forests, of farms, of
vinevards, of orange groves, of lemon
orvh.ards, of houses, of factories, of forges,
of mills, of ships, of everything whereby
they eat and drink and live.

That god is the god of industry, and his
name s Rule. .

It is 12 o'clock midnight in the Muni-
cipal Casino; the performance of “Boccac-
elo” has just nnished in the little blue and
white theater; the curtain has risen again
and fallen for the last time on the painted
and pt-wdt‘!‘t"'l mimes in grotesqie costumes
who have made merry for three hours,
and the audience of men in frilled shirts
and black cravats, and women in silvery
silks and white feathers, are pouring out
of the double doors which open into the
gaming rooms.

There are two gaming rooms. One of
them, the outéer one, is soon filled with peo-
ple who—as actors now, no longer as au-
dience—are crowding around a table on
which httic numbered toy horses of various
colors are made to #pin around a sectioned
circie. The room rings with many volces
—the voice of the man who eries for stakes,
the volece of the man who turns the crank
moves the machinery, the volce of
who calls the winners, and the
voice of the man who receives and pays
the money that s won and lost,

The other room, the inner room, is silent
with a muggy and clammy silence—the si-
lence of the dank and empty hour that goes
between the darkest hour and dawn. Some
fifty persons are gathered there: a few of
them are seated about a green-topped table;
the rest are standing behind and looking
down. At intervals single words fall on
the ear like the plop of fish in the stillness
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of a woodland pond at night-‘"Carte,”
“Baccarat”’—then comes the swish of the
ceroupier’'s spade as he scoops up the ivory
counters, the rumbling of muttered words
that drum through the air like a message
mumbled in a cave, and then silence once
again. The only light is from the chande-
ller of electric jets which stretch cown
their arms to the table—the rest of the
rouvm is in shadow, and the ends of it are
gloomy and asleep.

Church itself Is not wide in moral
beside the courtesan, exchanging smiles and
even words with her: the blackleg who has
been turned out of half the clubs Eu-
rope elbows the heir of an English earl who
is famous for philanthropy; the young bride
stands behind the mistress of a linancier
who 18 in prison. As love levels rank, so
chance annihilates convention and destroys
custom. In his temple the only honor is
the code of the cards.

A pack of cards, shuffled, dealt,
turned up one by one—and that is all.
wisdom of Solomon would be useless
and the subtlety of the serpent would be
of no avail. NoO sclence counts in fh*_’ 1:“‘
counter, no skill, no judgment, no calcuia-
tion, no foresight, and not even a furtive
gleam of cunaing The game plaved here
is like the blind swirl of a bat in the -1n:=k;-
gightless, soundless and stupid, Yet at this
meaningless mummery the gamblers sit for
long hour breathless, feverish and
often moist with pain.

The young man with the bleary eyes who
tcok the bank for a hundred lounis is losing
heavily. He has lost heavily every night for
a week, and, chewing the end of a dead
cigarette, he is waliting for his luck to turn.
[t did not turn last night, therefore it must
turn to-night: it is not turning to-night,
consequently it is certain to turn to-morrow
night., Such is logic of this slave of
chance, struggling to find the law that
mysterious force which must ever remain
lawless, or else cease to be chance, and
therefore the subject for a game. Mean-
timne the substance his father left him 1Is
disappearing like a snowflake falllng on the
sea. Houses, lands, ships, railways, the
fruits of ages of industry by many h:mds.in
many countries, are melting away one by
one,

The young woman in the silver-gray
blouse and the ostrich feather, with the
pink and white cheeks, has been winning
all night through. She began nervously
with the little red counters which represent
5 francs, and now she is playing boldly
with the large white octagonal pieces
which stand for 500. Her eyes are gi_am-
ing, a laugh not yet heard in the air Is
plaving about her parted lips, at intervals
she looks into the faces around and smiles
at strangers. Presently she rises, gathers
into a little basket the pile of shining ivory
which Hes on her section of the table, and
carries it to the treasury to be changed
into coin. She has won, but she has also
lost—lost something of that most precious
essence of the goul—the essence of unself.
ishness, which tells us it is not good to
gain if somebody else must lose.

The middle-aged man with a pale face
and eyes that stare a little when he is
spoken to has been losing all along. His
section shows no counters. He is dipping
into his waistcoat pocket first for notes,
then for gold, finally for silver. When all is
gone he is a ruined man. He has gambled
away the home of his wife and the bread
of his ciildren, and he is an offender more
guiity than many we put in our jails.

The elderly man with the ruddy cheeks,
smokine a long cigar from a meerschaum
holder, thinks he at least is no offender.
His income is £40,000 sterling, and if he
cares to waste some of it In the Casino
who shall say that he may not do so? If
he gave suppers they would cost him
something: if he kept horses or yachts or
women nobody would question his right to
do what he liked with his own—why not
waste his wealth In this way if he will?
80 he loses with a laugh, and wins with
an equal countenance, and rises from the
table with the easy conscience of one who
has amused himself and done harm to no
one. But that man hasg, nevertheless, com-
mitted the gravest crbme against goclal
moralitv—he has robbed money of Its
meaning, and has set up nothing in its
stend. He has staked the symbols of all
we eat and drink and clothe ourselves
with, the s) mbols of the poor man's toil
and sweat from generation to generation,
from weoerld's end to world's end, against
the turning of a card, the fluttering of a
feather, against nothing he can control,
nothing he ean ealeulate, nothing he can
understand, nothing that exists. Therefore
he is a criminal against the oldest and
firmest of the laws of life—the law which
save: “In the sweat of thy face shalt
thou eat bread.”

They are ali criminals, though
here in silk and broadceloth,
that was built by the municipality and Is
licensed by the state. For the god they
serve Is the god of ldleness and his name
is Riot. -

[All rights reserved.]
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upon Miss Coura Auten, the hand-
gome daughter of Philip L. Auten, the Chi-
cago millionaire.

A vear ago Perkins a sensation
in Chicago by entering Miss Auten's room
in the family at 34 Ashland
boulevard. There was a struggle, and
Miss Auten locked herself in a closet, from
which she was by a policeman.
Later Perking was tried before a jury for
his sanity and was released,

While the Auten family was absent from
their residence in Pasadena ldst Thursday
afternoon Perkins in entering
and roncealing himself in the house., That
night about 11 o'clock Miss Auten heard a
knock on the door of her room. Thinking
it was one of the family, she opened the
and found herself face to face with
her persistent persecutor, Perkins, As
soon as she recognized the fellow Miss
Auten screamed for help, and, on the
former occasion In Chicago, when he con-
cealed himself in her room., Perkins suc-
in making his Miss
Auten’'s father could go to her assistance.
Since this Jast attempt on the part of
Perkins the house has been well guarded
by officers. It was expecied Perkins would
return the following night, prepara-
tions were made to give him a warm re-
ception. He did not appear, however, and
the complaint sworn out by Mr., Auten
the man was located in lL.os Angeles and
put under arrest,

Perking began to annoy Miss Auten with
his attentions over a yvar ago in Chicagno,
when he accosted her one day on the street
and declared his deep love for her. She
fle<. Afterward he ;wr_sl:-‘-tt—'l in following
her on a bicvele, and In speaking to her
whenever he could get an opportunity,

Notoriety and annovance, it is sajd, have
nearly driven the Auten family frantie. It
was hoped that Perkins had ceased his
demonstrations, but he evidently followed
the family to California for the sole pur-
pose of gaining a chance to pay court to

the woman for whom he clalms he has an
unguenchable love.
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Countess Cassini’s Garden Party
and Bazar for Red Cross Benefit

The Vivacious Adopted
Daughter of Russian &
Ambassador Overcomes
Diplomatic Obstacles to
Carry Out Her Pet Plan
and is Meeting with Suc-

CEeSS

AHE national capital has been, this
season, more than ever before,
what General Young,
commander of the United States
army, has aptly termed "a city

of fairs, fads and fancies.” The climax in
the reign of the three F's is to come, ap-
propriately enough toward the claose of the
era of revelry and will take the form of a
great garden party and bazar for the bene-
fit of the Russian Red Cross, now 8o active
in carrying on relief work of all kinds at
the theater of war in the far East. This
picturesque fete will unquestionably be the
greatest show which social, official and dip-
lomatic Washington has ever witnessed
and as participants and active contributors
to its success there has been enlisted the
aid of practically everybody who is any-
bodyv in the city of celebrities.

There is only one woman on this side of
the Atlantic who could have piloted this
pretentious project to complete success in
the face of all sorts of obstacles. She is
the vivacious Countess Marguerite Cassinl,
adopted daughter of the Russian ambas-
sador, and, in many respects, the most re-
markable girl in America. Her triumph in
the present instance but another
teather to the cap of the young woman of
twenty-three who, for more than a year
past, has held the important post of rank-
ing hostess of the diplomatic corps, and for
three years previous to that had assumed
all the responsibilities of the position of
mistress of an important diplomatic house-
hold, meeting light-heartedly, almost glee-
fully, the little and worries which
appalled older society leaders.

It is by no means easy to give a satisfy-
ing word picture of Countess Cassini, be-

cause animation and vivacity add so much
to a face beautiful in itself. Of a Parisian,
rather than a Russian type, slender ana
lithsome and graceful. she is wonderfully
quick of motion. Everything she does is ac-
complished quickly and with an enthusi-
asm that sweeps all barriers before it. Nev-
er was this better exemplified than in the
manner in which she has swept society and
officialdom off its feet by her present whirl-
wind project for the relief of the suffering
soldiers in the Orient.

No person legs daring than this pretty pil-
grim from St. Petersburg would have ven-
tured to propose a war charity at the junc-
ture chosen hy the fair countess to an-
nounce her pet project., President Roose-
velt had just issued his peremptory order
every person in official life to observe not
only the letter but the spirit of the law of
neutrality in the conflict between Russia
and Japan on the other side of the world,
Right on the heels of this came the invi-
tations from Countess Cassini to every
woman prominent in public life to partici-
pate and assist in her money-making enter-
prise on behalf of Russian relief

IN A QUANDARY.

Plainly, official soclety was in a quandary.
The fashionable world had not the assur-
ance to refuse anything to the Russian
countess since, during all the six years of
her residence in the Republie, she has been
giving freely of her time and her treasure

for every charity suggested, in addition to
being the greatest foe to monotony the
American smart world has ever Known.
Yet, with the best of intentions and incli-
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Miss Isabelle May;

Friend of Countess Cassini

nations, here was the President's order
staring In the face every woman whose
husband, or father, or brother, held a gov-
ernment job

To be deprived of the support
good-natured “‘spenders™ in (
preme Court, congresgional and army and
navy cirecles threatened, for a time, the
l\rf_ns!n-ri!}‘ of the Red Cross enterprise, bhut
the clever countess acted with character-
istic celerity and saved the day by a coup
worthy of a girl who has grown up in the
diplomati service of the most subtie nation
on the globe. fhe merely announced that
the object of the Russian Red Cross, in
whose interest she was working, “is to aid
friend and foe alike when found on the
battlefield,’”” and by a second master stroke
of diplomacy induced Mr. Kogora Takahira,
the Japanese minister at Washington, to
head her list of subscribers with a hand-
some donation,

In the face of this circumstance there
could, of course, be no objection to neu-
trals participating in a mission where lead-
ers of warring nations made common cause,
and Countess Cassini followed up her ad-
vantage by inducing Mrs. Hay, wife of the
secretary of =tate, to head the list of pa-
tronesses. With such a cue all the wives of

the
1 e

of all
ibinet,

She will be Assisted by
Washington Society 2

Women and Hopes to
Net $25,000 for Suf-

ferers...Japanese Minis-
ter the First to Subscribe
for the Fete

readily consented
1 Mrs. Hite

of the interior, pro: ‘
wwader of the Cab-

only daugh-
induced
the
the

been

as

tl!-

act
wifs

to

hoook.

ambassadors
patronessEes, an
the secretary
lowed the example of
inet coterie. Even Miszs Durand,
ter of the British ambassaqor, was
to give her pre assist al one of
booths, fust as though such a
British-Japancse all had n
heard of

With the tide

¥ H
Apily o=

hing as

ver

turned in her favor Count-
ess Cassini made success oven more certain

decrecing that all the Russ clement

first contemplated for the gowns of the
participants should be omitted througn
deference to the women in official life who
are giving their services on the groundgol
humanity., Had the Russian features 0Ug-
ured too consnicuously many of la-
dies would have been embarrassed and
there are not a few of the fair workers to
whose acts, under such clrcumstances,
more or less significance attaches. For in-
stance, Miss Louise Jones, niece of the post-
master general, is to have charge of the
postoffice at the big bazar, and Miss Alice
Roosevelt, although adhering to the rule
made at the beginning of the season not to
actually assist in any such function, will
give her Russian chum moral and financial
support by her presence the eventful
day.

these
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HOPES TO NET $25000,

Countess Cassini hopes to net at least $25,-
000 by her unique festival and it is probable
that returns will be far in excess of
that sum, for many persons of wealth are
of the gates of

1 mone-

sending
fund. Sec-

the

awaiting the 14
fairviand this week, but

ary

not
are 1INg
donations to a preliminary

retary of State Hay is understood to ]’".'.:'-’
sent a check for $1w, and Secretary of tne
Interior Hitcheock is a donor to the extent
of twice that amount. Mr. and Mrs. Patter-
son. whose daughter has, within the month,
married a Pussian nobleman, added 3IHK0 to
the fund, and Charies Cramp, who has
built several Russinn war vessels, furnished
a $1.00 remembrance. From wealthy Rus-
gians in the West about 55,08 In ¢ash has
been recelved: General Draper, formerly
["nited States ambassador to Italy, has
given 300, and so on through a long list of
prominent folk who have listened to the
most potent appeal of the season [or sweel
charitv's sake.

The site chosen for the
fete is easily the most advantageous In
Washington. “Belmont” is the home of Mr.
A. L. Barber, the “A=zphalt King.,"”” and con-
sists of a perfect little suburban estate of
four or five acres set down in the very heart
of the capital city. When it was proposed,
several years ago, to transform the present
White House into an executive office build-
ing and provide a new residence for the
President, Belmont had been tentatively
chosen as an abiding place for the chiefl ex-
ecutive. Not only will the spacious grounds
dotted with splendid trees, be utilized for
the Red Cross festival, but the entire first
floor of the =tone mansion will trans-
formed into a great cafe, where the visitor
may pay $1 or $5 for dinner, according
to his charitable inclinations.

Countess Cassini, strange
elected not to preside over the Russian
booth, but will leave that duty to Mme.
Jusserand, the American wife of the French
ambassador. The originator of the fete will
give personal attention to selling, at fancy
prices, a great array of millinery, just im-
ported from Paris especially for the occa-
sion. In this she will be assisted by Senorita
Calderon, daughter of the Peruvian minis-
ter, and a number of other girls prominent
in official cireles. The countess will, late in
the evening of the all-important day, as-
sume the role of auctioneer in order to dis-
pose of any article that may remain in the
various booths as bazar draws to a
close. WALDON FAWCETT.
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Origin of the Manual Training High
School and its Wonderful Growth

Citizens of Indianapolis

Were Slow to Recognize
the Benefits that Might
Come from This Class
of Instruction in the 2

Public Schools

I"CH has been written of the won-

derful growth and success of the

Manual Training High School dur-

ing the nine years of its exist-

ence—of its beneficial influences

and of the new and interesting features

which are continually being added. Like

many another great institution, however,

it has had a slow and humble beginning and

its propagators met at first only opposition
and discouraging indifference.

As early 1583 the movement for man-
training began to be but it
was not until 158 that the present building
was opened and Manual High
School established as a

as

ual discussed,

Training
schoaol.

The Manual Training High School has a
two-fold origin. It was really the out-
growth of private technical schools,
quite distinet from each other, each of
which had plenty of its own troubles and
was fostered for a number of years by un-
selfish public-spirited citizens. of
them met in the basement of the old high
schoel building on Pennsylvania street. un-
til its removal to the present manual train-
ing building. The other, an
German institution, called the Mechanics’
Institute, held at first in different
rooms about the city. but finally purchased
property on Maryland street, between Ala-
bama and Delaware streets.

Credit for the admirable fithess of the
Manual Training School building for its
purpose belongs entirely to Mr. Frederick
Emory, an expert on technical education,
brought here from the East, under whose
direction and personal supervision the plans
were drawn and the structure erected.

The manual training which was carried
on in the basement of the high school was
in nowise connected with the regular high
school course and had to be maintained on
a tuition of $8 a term, as the law at that
time made no provision for funds for this
kind of instruction.

Even the teachers were not officially rec-
ognized as such. Since no objections were
raised to thi=s method of procedure, how-
ever, the fathers of the project took heart
and the work continued, though slowly.
Mr. George Merritt, then a member of the
School Board, and others guaranteed the
expense. To Mr. Merritt Is due the credit
of having presented the first tools—twelve
sets—which were ever used by manual
training pupils in Indianapolis.

HELD IN SUMMER.

For the first three vears this school was
held only during the summer months., Its
first teacher was Professor William F. M.
Goss, of Purdue I'niversity, who came here
in 1888, The following summer (it was
taught in School No. 3, recently torn down
to make way for the new federal buildineg,
by Dillon, of By
1885 the preseént Shortridge building had
been erected, and the manual training class
went back to the high school In charge of
Mr. William H. Bass, of this eity, who
remained in his capacity of chief instruc-
tor for six years.

It is an iInteresting fact that Mr. Bass
first entered the =chool as a student upon
invitation of Mr. Tarbell, superintendent
of the city schoole, obviously for the pur-
poseé of finally taking this position.

The movement had proved so popular by
this time that in September of 1585 five
classes entered, anag from this time on
they met during the regular school months.
There were at first about eighty pupils,
drawn chiefly from the regular junior and
senjor classes, and they were accommodat-
ed at sixteen benches. About the middle

two
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illdl_"]h'l,:i]l"'nt

was

Professor also Purdue.

Mr. Otto Stechhar.

of the same vear eight lathes were put
New teachers were added from time
time, additional r« wWere opens

the enterprise grew from year to
spite of the lack of public funds,
opening of Manual Tralning High Schoal.

The other source of the Manual Training
High School, the Mechanies' Institute,
rowed Its ideas from the *old countryv”
and led a precarious life for five or six
vears before it, too, merged itg identity
in the institution of which it was a fore-
runner, The expenses for its mainte-
nance were met by annual contributions
from members of the organization and by
a monthly tuition fee of nts frem the
pupils

The 1) or more yvoung
who received mechanical instruction in
this school met oenly twice a week—on Tues-
day evenings and Sunday mornings. There
were no tools and outside of a little mod-
eling in clay, drafting and drawing were
the only branches taught. One of the
earliest teachers was Mr. Vonnegut, the
architect,

OTTO STECHHAN'S

There was one citizen of Indianapolis,
however, who realized not only the

gity of industrial training in this city, but
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men and boys

WORK.

neces-

| ing of the public,

| ifested

| &tood principally for

of its incorporation into the public school |

system. This citizen was Mr.
han, and he is the originator
which passed the State
making such a step p«
Stechhan went abroad, and while in Ber-
lin he e¢xhibition of the work
of apprentices in which nearly every branch
of labor was represented. It was then that
he determined to do everything in his pow-
ér to introduce the system here as it was
being practiced in France and Germany,
Upon his return home he was invited by a
committee composed of members of the

Otto Stech-
of the bill
Legislature in 1802
In Mr,

a:'-;."‘i! I('. l‘\.\

attended an

Two Private Schools were
the Forerunners of the
Present Institution...Effi-
cient Service Rendered
by Mr. Otto Stechhan in
the Legislature

Board of Trade, the Commercial Club and
the Bullder's Exchange, whose sympathies
had been enlisted in behalf of the Mechap-
ies” Institute, to address a general meet-
especially directed to the
manufacturers of the city The
was a failure. The public did not put in
its appearance and the manufacturers man-
no inierest whatever,
meeting of the Central Labor Union,
wis held a few months later, met
better suecess. It was well attended
by union men. Mr. Stechhan's proposition
was new to them and was indorsed at once,
although there was some
as to its 1 which some took to be
scheme to train apprentices. This came
out in the remarks that were invited aftrer
the address, Mr. Stechhan’s main idea had
been to make the manual training a part of
the common school _
. Stechhan's next

¢, for the five
county to the following

The
which
with
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sten
represent

seemed
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in easy
from this
state Legislature
labor interests. There
however, that did not
countable unwillingness to
present a bill incorporating manual train-
ing into the schools and it finally had to
be introduced by request by Representa-
tive Folk, of another county. The bill car-
ifed with it a 5-cent tax.
IN THE LEGISLATURE.

This happened during the
or three dayvs of the
almost like an impossibility to obtain a
hearing. A ruling had made, more-
over, that bills should be presented only in

was not ons
show an

them,
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last two
when it looked

stormy

Sess1on,

been

€

alphabetical order, and it was only by win-
ning the interest of the of the
House and Lieutenant Chase,
then president of the Senate, and of
ducing them to walve technicalities that the
measure was put through. The speaker
promizsed Mr. Folk that if he would stand
upon a chair to propose the measure he
should be recognized. This Mr. Folk did,
and amid a storm of ohjections the bill was
passed.

On Feb. 18, 1885, when the present M. T.
H. 8. building was opened, manual training
becameé a part of the high school
jesldes drawing, bench work and
were the only branches offered. This s
now practically the first vear's work., It
was at this time that the Mechani-s' In-
stitute abandoned its= own school and
turned over all its equipment to M. T. H. 8.
and that the manual training was trans-
ferred from the other high school.

The fear that some of the union men
seem to have had that this kind of training
would turn out too many mechanies
not been realized so far Iin the working out
of the school. Manual training has a dis-
tinet value to many who will never become
mechanics, and those who do will always
find plenty of room for their ability.
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Rémarkahle—ir;stinct of a F:;;

N a very warm day last summer | like a kangaroo, and

I happened to be
a chicken-coop in

standing near
the back yard,
when I noticed the head of a very
gray and grizzled rat thrust

neighboring rat hole, and
watch the of the
After a careful survey of the sur-
roundings, our old rodent seemed to be sat-
fied that all was right and made a cautious
exit from the home
of water had been recently placed before
the chicken coop, and the water looked a
friendly invitation to the thirsty old rat,
which Immediately started towards it

The rat had not reached the pan before
five half-grown young one=s rushed ahead
and tried to be first at the water. The
old rat thereupon immediately maie a leap
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from a
concluded to movemonts
veteran

retreat,

A fresh pan |

n was nt the ede
the foremost
most arkable
The mother raised hq f on he
and bit and scratched at her off-
20 severely whenever they attempt-
iter that they all finally
evidently very much aston-
irightensd =zt the strange and
unaccountable behavior of their mathen
When the little were at a safe dis-
tance the reasons for her extraordinary be-
havior began to be revealed at once in the
intelligent action of the old mother rat
She frst wot her whiskers in the water,
looked suspiciously about her, then very
cautiously put down her head to the dish
and finding the water good, turned ground
and called her young ones with sundry re-
assaring squeals and squeaks, and all of
them came up and drank thelr fill. . Was
this instinct or reason? WILL DIETZ.
Charlestown, Ind.
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Miss Durand,
Daughter of British Ambassador

Baroness Moncheur,

American Wife of Delgian Minister

Local Stories that Tell of

the Peculiarities of Women

An Observing Girl Would Like to Have Custom of Former Days
Reinstated...Colored Woman Repents Her Curiosity...Inquis-
itive Child Puts a Young Woman to Quiclk Flight

IZA has the coaxingest way with
her. Being fat and black she is,
as a matter of course, acquisi-
tive; and will for the
most unlikely things with a tone

and manner that could charm shekels from
'Liza is a very present help in time
which, being interpreted, means
that she ig “all there” when housecleaning
time comes. From auir‘m cellar she moves
not too swiftly but so surely that she leaves
every corner swept free of dust, every shelf
trim and clean. But she pauses at frequent
intervals.

“*Miss Sally. now,
foh dese ol' shirtwaisties. Ah might ‘swelil
take dem ovah to mah house an’' fix ‘em up
foh me, as foh yo' to have dem litterin’ up
in attie.”
cant

beg

she

a miser.
of trouble

vou ain’ got mo' use

yo' nice cls
 “But "Liza, do anything with
them,"” protests Miss Sally feebly. "They're
too little 1I'd to
some one who can make use of them."”

“Mek use of dem, Miss Sally. Nobody mek
bettah use of dem shirtwaisties dag Ah kin,
Mebbe dey is a mite too little foh me, but
Ah don't mind bein' squoze, Miss Sally. An’
looky dat little squeeky-legged chaih. Yo'
ain't got foh dat chaih in yo' fine
house, Miss Sally. Ah kin fix him up in mah
little pahloh so hit look fine, s'long as Ah
tell dem niggahs dey cain’t set on hit. But
now yo' wouldn’'t want to tell comp'ny not
to set on a chaih, Miss Sally. "T'wouldn't be
fittin' in quality.’”

One is obliged to listen to her, for she
charms so sweetly; 'Liza usually goes
home laden with a miscellaneous accumula-
tion of odds and ends. One day last week
she cleaned out the medicine chest in the
house of one of her patrons.

“*Now, Miss Smif, vo' ain’ cairin® foh all
dis mess of old med-cine. Lawsee, yo'
wouldn' know which was what. half de
bottles paht tooken up and mos' ob dem wid
no labels on to tell yo' is dey good foh de
rheumatiz or the haidache. Yo' ain’ got no
use for stale medicines noway, Mis" Smif—
yo' kin afford bran’ new medicines if so be
yvouall gets sick.”

Mrs. Smith agreed with "Liza that most
of the half-taken bottles of medicine were
uselesg litter and that there was no use
having them around, now that they had
served thelr purposes. So she agreed to give
her the collection of 'compounds and pana-
ceag for various ills,

“Though what yvou will do with them I'm
sure don’t know,” she added doubtfully.
“I suppose you can throw the medicine

:11“'.1,\‘ and sell the bottles for a little some-
thing."”

'Liza kept her own counsel as to the dis-
posal of the bottles and went off that night
laden with her spoils,

The next day 'Liza was dumpy, and the
second day she (ailed to appear at all. Late
in the morning Martha, her hallf-grown
daughter, appeared in the kKitchen.

*Where i= 'Liza?’” demanded Mrs. Smith
in that querulous tone that the housewife,
delaved in her projected plans, assumes.

“Please’'m she sick an' cain't come to-
day.”

“What's the matter?”

For a time Martha was uncommunicative,
but vigorous questioning brought it out,

*“Well'm, night fo' lag’ she had de misery
in her stummick and she took some o dat
med'cine she brung home from vyvouall's
house, She sald hit was high-price med’eine
an’ hit surely would ease her. Den las’
night, when she come home she was wuss'r,
an' she begun an' she tuk some o' one hot-
tle an’ den some of anoder; an® all de night

you

for vou; better give them

no use

80

froo she had dreadful misery an' ever' little

while she
She
had
was goin’
had o

got un an’
sald dev wasn't

tooken a new kind.
no niggah she knowed
dat stock ob med'eclne an® she surely
to mek good use ob it while she
misery an’ de opportunity.”™
L] L -
Girl Who Obsgerves sighed a regretful
her tea. ““Have you no-
ticed how that good old custom of spending
the dayv has
she asked.
noon that

Thi
<igh as she sipped
fallen into disuse among us?"
“I heard a girl this after-
she was going to spend the day

with another girl—and the
made me reminiscent, for I declare
it has been years since I last heard it used.
It made me homesick for the time when 1
little girl and to start off, all
neatly brushed and combed, with my frills
right to the last inch, to spend the long,
glorious day with Martha, and Sue Ellen,
or some of the rest of the tots. The day was
a million hours long in anticipation—and in
retrospect, scudding home just before sup-
per time, it seemed almost as long because
it was so full of delights.

% Iy

to-morrow
phrase

wWiag a used

“And it wasn't only we children who went
spending the dgy either. My grown-up sis-
ter used to have her chums come to spend
the day; and I ean remember how I used to
dog their footsteps from front porch to the
hammock in the garden, from the parlor up
to =ister's beqroom, where the two big <irls
would sit on the bed and read each other's
letters,. and tell each
things about the "bhoyvs,”™

other confidential
to which 1 used to
listen with the breathless interest that vou
galwayg have in things that are none of yvour
business, The big girls would get furious,
of course, at the way [ hung on their steps
and thelr words, but threats or coaxing
were alike powerless to call me off.

“But it's all over now,"” and the Girl Who
Observes set down her teacup “Perhaps
the 1« still keep it un—but it certainly
has gone out of style with the grown 1:-;-
girls. We go now and then to spend the
night with one another—but spending the
-I! 1y Is about as obsolete as making samp-
eIrs .

“What's to blame? T dunno. Mavbe th«
hush of modern life that we blame with
evervthing,. Maybe the telephone, which
makeg it 20 easy for us to do our visiting
at home. We drop In to lunch with our
nearests and dearests, to be sure. but we
muzt be off again immediately to club or
W to dinner with them when
we are especially invited; and we spend ths
night rare oo But the good old
days when we just dropped all other Inter-
ests entire, and went and lived in some
house for a good long day
gone, outgrown, or something. I'd just
love to go spend the I[H}' with somebodly—
but nobodyv asks me to.” ’

“And if anvbody did yvou'd probably be so
busy that you'd refuse,” suggested the girl
into whose ears the complaint had been
poured.

“O yer, 1 suppose =0.”" returned the Girl
Who Oovserves, as she gathered up her
gloves and pulled down her vell. “I'd prob-
ably =ay that I had my sewing club in the
morning and my reading club in the sfter-
pr~en. but 1'd dearly love o Just run ia to

it =
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lunch if she would let me. You don't sup=
pose I'm so out of date as to do a thing that
nobody else does, do you?”

She loves children and her devotion T
them is always made obvious. There Jre
those who insinuate that it is a littie too
obvious to be quite true, and that her atti=
tude toward babies and other small fry s
simply a pose which she fancies is particu=
larly effective. Whatever is the real truth,
however, the fact is, that thrown into the

soclety of a child, she will frequently neg-
lect the grown-ups who happen to be also
of the party.

She has been less marked in her attention
to children in general, and small girls In
particular, however, since last summer.
She has found that even an effective pose
may have its awkward compiements. The
occasion of her enlightenment was a plenle
at which the party was of a semi-family
variety and included persons of both sexes
and all ages. Small Leonora, who is known
to the initiated as something of an enfant
terrible, was one of the party, and Miss
Heroine picked her out as the object of
special attention, Seated on the curbstons
between Leonora and a man whom she had
never met before, Miss Heroine, as was her
custom, kept up a brisk and engrossing
conversation with Leonora, which was yet
not too engrossing as to utterly exclude the
man, who was too good-looking to be en-
tirely neglected.

In one of the pauses which Miss Herolne
devoted to the man, Leonora’s small, sharp
wits suggested a wonderment and she
craved for immediate knowledge. She moved
nearer to Miss Heroine and leaned both el-
bows on her knees, while she looked up into
the young woman's face soulfully. Miss
Heroine was delighted with the mark of af-
fection. “Dear little thing,” she murmured
softly, stroking Leonora's curls.

“Say.” said Leonora, “have you got any
little boy=s?"

Miss Heroine blushed a rich, resplendent
red, but she rose bravely to the occasion.

“No, I haven't any little boys,” she res
plied calmly and distinctly.

“Well—have you got any liftle girls?T*
ventured Leonora hopefully.

“No, I haven't any little girls.” replied
Miss Heroine, with the tone of one who re-
peats a lesson learned by rote.

“Oh, my—haven't yvou got any little ba=
bies at all?" demanded Leonora, with &
deep shade of astonishment in her tone.

Miss Heroine stuck . to her flags. “*No, £
haven't any little babies at all,” she re=
turned steadily.

Leonora gasped., Here was an astonishing
state of things. This was a grown-up, ke
mother; she wore long skirts and 43
hair up on top of her head; and yet—, “Oh
my—my goodness—do you live all alone?™
ended Leonora in a tdne of deepest commis-
eration.

“Don’t you think it's time for the car to
come?”"’ asked Miss Heroine, desperately, of
the man, and he rose and walked out to the
track to see if there were any car in sight.
It took a long time for him to assure
self that there was none; but it need not
have taken him =o long, for it took only an
instant. for Miss Heroine to disperse herself
into the midst of the group on the sidewalk,
leaving only Inquisitive Leonora alone to
greet the man on his return to the curb-

stone.
L

“Lovely Easter wasn't
Smythe to Mrs. Jones,

afternoon last week.

“I don't know—was t?" said Mrs. Jones,
apathetically.

“Why, dear, of course it was ¥
don't remember ever to have seen a love-
ller one. The sun shone so beautifully
and it wasn't s0o very cold, and then our
service was 8o perfectly beautiful. Did
you have a nice service at vour church?"

“1 don't know,” said Mrs. Jones again.

“Why, my dear, you surely went to serve
ice on Easter day? 1 wouldn't miss it for
anything in the world."

“Yes, | went,” said Mrs. Jones, “but £
don't know what kind of a service It was,
I didn’t listen.”

“Well, whatever did you go for?™ sald
Mrs. Smythe, in that scandalized tone
which only the righteous can use. 'l always
supposed you were the very soul of devout=
nesg, and surely you didn't go just to soe
the hats and the flowers 7"

‘“No, 1 didn't, and I didn't =see any more
than § heard, either,” sald Mrs. Jones. “I
think I shall always hereafter regard
Easter and blankness as synonymous..
Don't look shocked. You see it was
like this. I dressed all up In my bhezt bib
and tucker, but when I came to shoes I
discovered that besides half-shoe= | had
only very worn, discouraged-looking ones.
I didn’'t dare risk the half-shoes, so 1 put
on the most respectable<looking high ones
I possessed, pinned on my violet hat and
tucked the big bunch of violets that John
sent me into my coat. Now, John s tere-
ribly cranky about shoes, and he caught
sight of the ones I had on. *Those shoes
logk pretty rusty, Mary. If you havean't
any better ones, you would better put a lt-
tle polish on those,' he saild.

“Like an obedient wife, 1 trotied off o
the bathroom and looked up my polish. I
found that I had used the last drop of
own the day before, and the only thing II:K
in the way of polish was a bottle of cheap
stuff that littie John bought before he went
off to school and which had never been
opened. I settled myselfl down, proceeded
to open the bottle and polish my shoes
Well, T almost choked before 1 was
through. That stuff =melled like concen-

trated essence of fresh paint and
varnish, with an extra odor thrown im
I stuck to it manfully, and whea L was
through 1 opened the windows and stood
over the register o dry the stuff. Then
John and I started off to church.
Robin-

ft?" =ald Mrs,
0\'.er her jce oné

my

B0

“John didn't =it with me. Mrs.
gon insisted [ should come up front with
her, so Johkn sat further back with some
of his Sunday-school boys For about fif=-
teen minutes I enjoyed the lovely flowers
and the beautiful musgic and 1 was feellug
so0 good and upiifted, when all of & sudden
a dreadful odor floated up to me. In a sec-
ond | realized that my feet had got warmed
up and the dreadful polish had gone to
work again. The scent of It simply curled
my face up and presently Mrs. Robluson
leaned over and whispered to me: *There's
the most terrible odor in here—I'm afrald
I'm going to faint” 1 simply held my
breath—what there was left of t—and I
tucked my feet up under my skirt and held
them as still as 1 could so as to keep that
terrible odor as inactive as possible. RBug
I'm not wooden and 1 had to move my fest
once in a while and after a time Mrs. Rob-
inson Jeaned over again. ‘I simply can't
imagine what it is. Can you™ *Yes," I sa
desperately, I can, 1t's my feet." “Niy dear!
garped Mrs. Robiason. She looked pess
fectly horrified over my reckless remark
s0 that, notwithstanding It was church, i
had to pour my troubles about the polish
into her ears. She was so syrmpathetic that
instead of being dreadrul the thing became
fupny, aud we giggled like two little schools
girls all the way through service: and
when | moved my feet and the odor of
that fearful cheap polish fHoated up and
set the people round about us .-nlﬂln‘_ we
got hysterical. After the service was over
John joined me nedr the door. “Wasa't it &
lovely service, Mary?™ he sald. "1 don
know,” 1 told him, just as 1 told you—a
I uever will know, either, for the whaole
thing after the first quarter of an hour ia
blank to m-l-‘ 1 ;l:ll' thu!tl went
church, but that's the extent o leaatlas
sarvice kenowledge.” - e




